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In the TikTok mansion 
we make bombs. 

We’re a cell, and we 
took the joint over. 
We’re squatting in 
the furnace room 
with sacks of dynamite 
and roofing nails— 



sitting cross-legged 
on a mattress braiding 
each other’s hair 
with blasting caps. 

W e want 
rubble 

in the streets. 


You’ll get it. 



Our photo captions 
read like poems 
with font color lighter 
than the article text. 


We might be 
dazed 

but not for long. 



The ire, 
like mucus, 
rises in our 
throats and 
rots 

our teeth. 

You riot 
or rot or 
be ironie. 



How many 
of us are serious 
you ask. 



We keep hear- 
ing of dumpster 
fires—memes 
and whatnot. 
But what of 
prairie fires?— 
you know, 
a single spark. 



We carry 
tinderboxes, 
friction matches, 
ferro rods, 
flint strikers, 
while you carry 
vapes 
and vibes. 



Infiltrating academia 
is easy with camo: 
the tortoise shell 
frames and stolen 
crédit cards. 

There’s no shortage 
of bake sales 
on campus 
either. 



Mathilda remixed 
the secretary chant and 
has become a mimeo 
machine 

(and she’s so young yet). 
Staples are transgressions. 


We need a raise 
or to raze the building. 



Dom Knowles 
has medical 
bills. 


We hashtag hype house / 
hellions / hell-bent / 
haymakers / 

Haymarket 
Square sainthood. 



Our collab house 
is forever 
writing a self-help 
memoir: 

How to Win Poetry Contests 
and Influence MF A 
Candidates. 


It will never 
be completed. 



“ A gated community 
is idéal. ” 

“...what can be 
a grueling career” 

££ the more amenities 


the better” 



We need natural 
light and property 
damage. 

££ This whole house 
designed for 
productivity. ” 



Is it more 
provocative to 
make Michael Brown 5 
autopsy report 
a poem or 
to propose the 
assassination 
of that poet 


in a poem ? 



Okay: never mind 
a turnstile— 
when was the last 
time you hopped 
a fence ? 

When was the 
last time you felt 
the midnight thrum 
of a landline call ? 



Print 

these poems 
for grave 
blankets. 

They build the Bank 

of America, 

kids burn it down. 


You beg 
for patience. 



We are freaks 
plotting. 



